



The r*oft Lamentable T ragedk 

'Njr. I fa w the waun 1, l fa w it with mine eyes, 

God fauetb: mules, here on his manly breii, 

A piteous coarfe, a-blo ody piteous co3rfe. 

Pale, pale as alhss, all bedawde in blood. 

All in goate blood, I founded at the fight. 

In. O breake my heart, poore banckrout breake at once, 

To prifon eyes, ncre loekt on libertie. 

Vile earth to earth refigne, end motion here, 

And thou and Romeo preffeone heauie beerc. 

Nur. O Tybalt .Tybalt, the belt friend I had, 

O curteous Tybalt honefl Gentleman, 

That euer I fhould Hue to fee thee dead. 

]u. What flormc is this that blewcs fo contrarie? 

Is Romeo flaughtred? and is Tybalt dead? 

My dcareft Cozen, and my dearer Lord, 

Then dreadfull Trumpet found the generall doome. 

For who is liuing, if thole two are gone? 

Nur. Tybalt, is goue, and Romeo banilhed, 

Romeo that kild him he is banifhed. 

luhet. O God, did Romeos hand fhed Tibalts blood? 

It did, it did, alas the day, it did. 

Nur. O ferpent heart, hid with a flowring face. 

Im. Did eucr dragon keepe fo faire aCaut? 

Beautifull tyrant, fiend angelicall: 

R auenous doue,feathred Rauen, woluilh-raucning lambe, 
Defpifed iubflance ofdiuinefl fliow: 
lufl oppofite to what thou iuftly leem’ft, 

A damned faint, an honourable villaine: 

O Nature , what hadft thou to doe in hell, 

When tboudidft power the fpirito^a fiend 
In mortall paradil'eoffuch fweetfl fh? 

Was euer booke contayning fuch vile matter 
So fairely bound? O that deceit fhould dwell 
In fuch a gorgeous Pallace. 

Nur. Theres no truft, no faith, no honefiie in men, 

AH periurde, all for-!worne, all niught, all dtflciublets, 

Ah whercs my man? giuemefome A<y»a- vaai ^ 
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And Ttbalts dead that would haueflaine my husband 


\ and 1 alt et. 

The f c griefes, thefe woes, thefeforrowes make me old 

chame come to Romeo. 

in. Bliflcred be thy tongue 
For fuch a wilh, he was not borne to fhame: 

Vponhisbrowfhameisafliamdtofit: 

For . is a throne where honour may be crownd 

Sole Monarch of the vniuerfall eatth. 

n what a beaft was I to chide at him? 

W.llvou fpeakevuell of him ihat kild your eozwf 
lu Shall I fpeake ill of him that is my husband? 

Ah poore my Lord, whac tongue fliall Imooth rhy name, 
When I thy three houres wife haue mangled it? 

But wherefore villaine didfl thou kill my Cozm? 

That villaine cozin would haue kild my husband: 

Backc foolilh teares, backe to your natiue fpring, 

Your tributarie drops belong to woe. 

Which youmiftaking offer vp to ioy. 


Some words there was worfer then Tibalts death 
That murdered me, I would forget it fainc, 

But oh it preffes to my memory. 

Like damned guilty deedes to finners minds, 
Tibalt is dead and Romeo banifhed: 

That banifhed , that one word banifhed, 

Hath flaine ten thoufand Ttbalts : Tibalts death 
Was woe inough ifit bad ended there: 

Or if fower woe delights in fcllowfhip. 

And needly will be wranckt with other griefes. 
Why followed not when {he faid Ttbalts dead, 
Thy father or rhy mother, nay or both, 

Which moderne,Lait)entation might haue thoued, 

But with a reareward foilowing7»£«//J death, 
Romeo is banilhed to fpeake that word, 

Is father, moiher,7«£f/r, Romeo, Juliet, 

All flaine, all dead: R$mto is banilhed. 
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